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Spring 


Author's Notes: 
Dave/Junior 1983, beginnings of Megadeth, first person POV. 


| came to Hollywood in the usual way, a fresh faced young kid following a dream and chasing fame. | had been 


accepted into a music school, but l'd never take a class. Opting instead to go the hard road. To do it my way. 


We got a hole in the wall apartment, me and a buddy, he was so memorable and lasted so long that | haven't 
the faintest recollection of his name. Or his face. Just that he played guitar, drank beer and for a brief 


segment of time we shared a room. 
| moved to Los Angeles in the Spring of 1983. There were budding leaves on the trees, and a cool crisp breeze 
in the morning was the only clue that winter had ever been. Everything was new, everything was fresh, 


everything was changing. 


| was 18. Underage. Still a boy. Longing to be a man and to make something of myself. 


David Warren Ellefson. Most people just called me Dave. Or kid. 


| was average. Average kid from your average American family who got average grades and was looking down 


the barrel of an average job. Brought up Minnesota, | was going nowhere and doing nothing. 
Until | came to Hollywood. 


Maybe it was fate that brought us together, or pure dumb luck. His hole in the wall apartment was just above 


mine. I'd never seen him let alone spoken to him but I'd heard him. And his girls. 
A different girl every night. 


In the dead of the night I'd hear them. 

"FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!" 

Accompanied by some girl moaning, screaming, squealing, yelling. But the loudest voice was his own. It was 
almost as if he enjoyed hearing himself talk as much as he enjoyed the sex. He had a deep, gruff, growl about 
him but only in these situations. Because I'd heard him talking, albeit loudly, through the walls before and he 


spoke in a nasal, high pitched, almost a whining tone really. 

Maybe it was all a put on for the girls he fucked. Either way. It was kind of hot. 

| saw him for the first time as he hung out the front waiting for someone to drop something off. He looked 
messy, sleazy, as if he'd be greasy to touch. He rolled a cigarette between his fingers and smoked fast. He 


moved from foot to foot, not a moment was he still. This was pretty typical of him, I'd soon learn. 


He was dangerous, or so he seemed, he seemed unapproachable, he seemed pissed off at everything and at 


nothing in particular. He just seemed angry. 


He looked at me and mouthed "fuck off" in my direction My stomach dropped and | scurried back into the 
depths of my hole in the wall apartment. Spotted. Fuck. 


He probably thought | was just some snot nosed kid. Certainly not worthy of his time. 


Despite not taking up my classes, | wasn't giving up on music. | woke in the morning, set up my record player 


and plugged in my bass. | straddled it across my lap and started playing along to Van Halen, 
Dug-a-dun, dug-a-dun, dug-a-dun. 


The bass line galloped along loud and steady, rattling the walls, the windows chartered like teeth in a snow 


storm. 


Boom! Boom! Boom! 


A foreign sound distracted me. Over the sound of the record and the bass a voice yelled. 
"SHUT UP!" 


It was him, from upstairs. 


| picked up where | left off and then heard something smash against my air-conditioning unit just by the 
window. 


| flicked off the record player and the amp before snapping opening the window to have a look. 


Why on earth he ever had a pot plant, | will never know, but there it was a mess of green, terracotta and dirt 


against the painted white metal of the air-conditioner. 


Bare foot, a flannel shirt and ripped jeans. | was more Minnesota than Hollywood. | ran up the stairs and 
knocked on his door. For a moment | questioned my motives. He opened the door and snarled at me. His face 
holding an expression of utter contempt. His eyes were hazel, just like mine, but his were sharper, maybe even 
a little crazy. Long red ringlet curls a mess and deep circles and sunken eyes. He reeked of booze and a waft of 


sweet leaf came from behind him. 
He wore dirty ripped jeans and, of all things, a Metallica shirt with a big hole in the armpit. One might think he 


wore it to hang onto some dying ember of a dream long squashed, but the reality was that he was dirt poor 


and that shirt was one of the few he had. 

"What?!" He snapped at me, breaking my lapse of concentration and pulling me back to the present moment. 
"Do you know where | can buy cigarettes?" | asked, immediately inwardly cursing at my choice of stupid 
question. 

"There's a liquor store on every corner, go look," he replied slamming the door in my disappointed face. 

| turned on my heels and descended the stairs, repeating my words and his over and over in my head. 

"Do you know where | can buy cigarettes?" 

Stupid. Stupid. Stupid. 

| placed my hand on the door, ready to reenter my apartment when it hit me. Beer. Maybe he'd be old enough. 
| bounded up the stairs, taking them in twos and enthusiastically knocked. He barely had time to tell me to fuck 
off before | blurted out. 


"Are you old enough to buy beer?" 


He relaxed, his body slumping a little as he let go of whatever stand off he was holding against me. He smiled, 
softly, pulled back the door and told me to come inside. 


And so | did. 


His apartment was messy. Empty liquor bottles, a bong on the make shift coffee table, dirty sheets, records 
on the floor, the contents of a half empty box of condoms thrown lazily across the night stand A bedroom, a 


living room, a matchbox sized kitchenette. 


There was a real feeling of excess and fast living in that place. If Keith Richards‘ took a pay cut, his apartment 
would have looked like Dave's did. 


Still the spring morning light poured in from the window, illuminating everything with a soft glow. 


The TV hummed in the corner, some black and white old western. He lit up a cigarette and held in the between 
his teeth for a moment before taking it between his fingers and looking at me as if he were we waiting for me 


to speak. 


Then | saw them, the guitars and the stack. He had gear. Nice gear. Those guitars were too nice for a place 
like that. 

"You play?" | asked, another dumb question, of course he did. 

"You in a band?" | asked. 


"| don't wanna talk about it," there was a sad vulnerability in his voice, so | dropped my line of questioning. 


He grabbed his wallet and his keys. 
"You want beer right?" He asked. | eagerly nodded yes. 


And we were off. 
We drove down the strip in his beat up oldlysedan. He drove like a mad man, dodging and weaving through 
traffic. He swore and shook his fist. We had no deadline, there was no schedule, but Dave was always in a 


hurry. Dave lived like his time was running out. 


We bought a case of Heineken and a few packs of smokes at a discount liquor store. We sped back home and 


ended up drunk on his couch. 


Dave sure had a mouth on him. He talked a thousand words a second, he talked so fast his brain just could not 


keep up and | got the impression he was saying more than he should. 
Half a case under him and he kissed me rough. He forced his tounge into my mouth and exhaled smoke onto 
my upper lip. Dave was handsy when he was drunk. He fingers found their way to my zipper. Our pants on the 


floor and he threw me across the dirty sheets and fucked me rough and hard. 


"What's your name?" He asked me afterwards, lighting up a cigeratte and offering it to me. 


"David," | replied. He shook his head. 


lighting his own cigeratte in the process, "Junior." 


I'll never know how much of his plan was about music and how much was about revenge. But he sure was 


motivated either way. Dave had a vision We were going to be big. We were going to make it. 


| quickly learnt that Dave's anger and aggression was all a front. The world had turned it's back on him long 
ago and left him bitter and twisted. Still, there was a sweet, tender side to him. It came out when we were 
alone, in the small hours, and in the quiet moments. It was the way he'd wrap himself around me to sleep, it 


was the look in his eye when | walked into the room, it was everything he couldn't say. 


Everything was brand new. When we were together the run down apartment felt like a palace, the filthy 


sheets like fine silk, his fucked old car a limousine. 

He looked at me and | was the only person in the world. In the spring. 

Long lazy days spent pretending to practice but ending up smoking pot, drinking beer and screwing each other. 
Dave worked as a telemarketer, the work was shit but it paid the bills. | did a little work as a receptionist for 
a practice space and in turn got us free use it. 

We'd jam until Dave would snarl at me and then pounce. Sometimes, Dave was a playful puppy, sweet, cute and 
just the tiniest bit naughty. Other times he was a rabid dog, tearing into clothes and flesh, pulling my hair, 
biting my lips. He'd force himself on me, our teeth would smash together and I'd taste blood. He would whip 
himself into a frenzy only to come hard and fast in one moment of absolute ecstasy. 

He was unpredictable, that was certain, and | liked it. 


Junior, | don't think we're in Jackson anymore. 


The other members of our band were transient, drummers, guitarists, singers, some didn't even last the week 


Still, Dave was positive that we were going to hit the big time. 


"No more Ramen noodles and bologna sandwiches for us man, no more Coors light or backyard hash Junior. It's 


gonna be champagne and cocaine all the way baby!" 

Dave would wax lyrical about all the hot chicks he was going to plough through once they made it. Swedish 
bikini models, Brazilian super babes, All-American sweethearts, British blondes, Eurpean ski bunnies, he planned 
to fuck his way from Los Angeles right the way around the globe. 

He'd talk about this while he fucked me. 


Dave was tactless. 


Whenever there were other people around, Dave's attitude would change completely. He'd go from wrapped up 


around me, couldn't get enough of me to cold, distant, cutting me off. It was jarring and confusing. Yet the way 


he was when we were alone made me forget about the times he made me feel invisible. 


Dave was living like a rockstar, even though he was far from it. He'd take me to a Hollywood party and we'd 
snort lines of cheap coke under the cliché disco ball. We'd dance to shit music, talk to fake people and laugh 
until our cheeks hurt. And yet, because of the public nature of a party, he would distance himself from me 
and shy away from my touch. 


I'd get off my face and just as | was about to pass the point of no return, I'd look up to see Dave. My Dave. 
Disappearing to some room with some blonde bimbo with fake tan and even faker tits. A pang of jealousy, the 
sting of rejection 


"lts just about image, | don't like it, but if we're going to be stars then people can't know about us." 


| knew what he meant, two guys screwing each other wasn't rock and roll, and it wasn't metal. But it still hurt. 


And | didn't like it. 


He'd kiss my mouth and suck my dick. A vain attempt to smooth things over. | forgave. | never forgot. 


"It won't be like this forever," he tried. | never believed him. 


One spring afternoon we sat on the roof on stolen deck chairs while Dave told me all about how to make it big 
in LA. For a nobody, he sure knew a lot about how to be a somebody. 

"There's 3 ways to make it Junior," he said. He smoked a joint and looked down across his freckled nose at me. 
It reminded me of the way my dad would smoke his pipe and tell us stories as we sat at the feet of his chair 
in the smoking room. | half expected Dave to call me son at any moment. 

"The first way," he continued, "is to sell out. Do what the fucking man tells you what to do. Lose your 
principles and your vision" 

| nodded, not a way | wanted to go. 

"The second," Dave continued with his lesson, "is to sell your self” 

"What, like hooking?" | asked. 

"Sell your body, prostitute yourself, so yeah, sex or otherwise. And the third is to just straight out sell your 
soul. Lose everything that makes you, well you, the innocence, the sweetness, become a hard cog in the 
Hollywood machine." 

"What about hard work and talent? "| asked softly. He cackled at the suggestion 


"No one gets famous off talent and hardwork," Dave laughed, "you really are from Minnesota. " 

He took a long draw from his cigeratte, snubbed it out and lit another. 

"You've got a nice face, a pretty mouth and a tight ass, you could make it very big here in LA, " he told me 
with a wink. 


Dave was kind of a sleaze. 


Spring warmed up. Everything seemed to bloom and grow. Dave gave up the telemarketing gig and went back to 
the job that had kept a roof over his head when he was just I5. Dealing drugs. 


We downsized to one apartment and got rid of the room mate. Strange people came and went from the 
apartment for deliveries and collections, but Dave was selective of his clientéle and protective of me in his own 


way. 
| was still just 18 | was still just a boy. Dave was a man. 


"| think | love you," he said to me one afternoon as he rolled a joint, "I'll tell everyone, one day." 


| knew he wouldn't. 


A bottle of Jack, a joint, a bowl of Ramen, a guitar, a bass. Jamming. Drinking. Experimenting. Screwing. The 
days got hotter and longer. Soon would be the time for sunbaking on the roof, girls in bikinis and bonfires on 


the beach. 


One morning | woke up and Dave was wearing denim cut offs and a brand new white singlet. 


"| found a drummer," he declared. 


Summer had arrived. 


Summer 


Chris and Gar came as a package deal. They came together, they played together, they got well together. 


At first | thought maybe Gar just had a bad cold or something to that effect, but someone would drop a 
package off and then he'd disappear into the bathroom and come back better. Well. The doctor would deliver 
and he'd get well. Chris too, just not as often 


Heroin That's what they were into. 
Chris was a casual user but Gar was an addict. A fully blown serious addict. 
Still they both were incredibly talented and slotted into the group. So we kept them around. 


It was summer in Hollywood. The days were long and hot. Skin was sweaty and sticky to touch. The sun beat 
down on bare chests as we sunbaked on stolen deck chairs on the roof of an afternoon. We were calm, relaxed, 
it was like a holiday thag never ended. 


Dave kept dealing and it paid the bills. Pretty much. Strange people came and went from the apartment, and 
Dave made drop offs in his beat up old car to naughty college kids on summer break We had a little money. He 


took me places and spent his cash on me. 


| swear Dave always thought himself richer than what he was. Every last dime was spent on things he didn't 
need just to keep up appearances. He truly thought that stuff mattered and that people cared. Every penny 
gone until we'd be starving and he'd panic, deal deal deal, until we were in the black again. He never made a 


budget, never thought ahead, when he had money it would burn a hole in his pocket: 
| tanned and Dave freckled. He drove down Sunset with his arm hanging out the window and the radio blaring. 
One day, he'd tell me, that'd be us on the radio. 


Gar and Chris were jazz guys with a little experience in the music business. Dave knew how to make it big in 
Hollywood, those guys knew how to make it big in music, and | knew the mid-west. | was a boy amongst men, in 


Sie) many ways. 


We played a few gigs here and there. People knew Dave from his Metallica days. The reception was often luke 
warm, but in Dave's mind he was a star, bringing it to the people. His people. A handful of people and a free 
beer at the end of the night would be a packed house and an open bar when Dave told the story a few days 
later. | swear he thought himself bigger and bigger. Surrounded by groupies, instead of just me. 


Dave would tell the same lies over and over until he believed them himself. | wanted to be angry at him, to 


hate the things he said, but | loved him, and in a way | pitied him. 


That summer we lived it up. Gigs. Parties. Booze. Drugs. Fast food. Fast living. It was fleeting and even then | 
had this feeling that there would never be another summer like it. Dave would throw his arms around me and 


promise me the world Even though | knew him to be a liar, | wanted to believe him and for the most part, | 


did. 


In the summer | could look passed the way he oggled girls in bikinis, the way he talked about the chicks he 
wanted to do, | could almost forget his indiscretions. If we were together and he came home to me. 


Bonfires on the beach, | sat across from him and watched the fire reflect in his eyes. A bottle of Jack and 


we'd end up all over each other on the backseat of his car. 


Day and night blended together in a hot, long, mess. Sleep. Wake up. Get high. Get drunk. Jam. Gig. Wash. Rinse. 
Repeat. 


We were always together, joined at the hip, except when we weren't and he was up to something. | had my 
suspicions, Dave had interests on the side, but | never brought it up. | had this feeling that Dave could blow up 
at any second. He was volatile, that much was certain, but the magnitude of his potential explosion, that was 


the mystery. And not something | was keen to find out. So | bent to his will, just to keep him happy. 


Dave began hinting that | needed to be seen with girls. In public. At parties. So people didn't talk. The idea made 
me feel sick. But | went along with it. As much as | loved Dave, | feared him and his reactions if | strayed 
from his plan. So | did as he said. 


He hand picked my girls. Strong, assertive, bossy. Female versions of himself really. Sit there. Do this. Kiss me. 
Take off your pants. Fuck me. Get dressed. Go away. I'd picture him and make sure | was as drunk or as high 
as | possibly could be. Afterwards I'd feel so dirty and guilty. Dave would give me the thumbs up across the 


room and | hated him, and myself. 
‘Its all about image," he would say, "it's not always going to be like this.’ 
| agreed with him, but | didn't believe him. 


Days got hotter and longer. We built a reputation as boozing, drugging, womarizing, bad boys who played hard 
and fast. We were kings. Who fucked each other behind closed doors. 


| heard the things girls would whisper about him, how good he was, how affectionate he was, how he was the 
best they'd ever had and it hurt. But not as much as when one would approach me wanting me to hook them 
up with him. | suppose they saw me as his buddy, his pal, his partner in crime. In public he certainly wasn't 
anything more. | wanted him to be, but | knew he couldn't. 


We drove down the highway in his shitbox sedan and "You've Got To Hide Your Love Away" - it was all too 
appropriate. 


When things were good and his deals went well he'd bring me flowers and take me places. We'd make love, he 
could be tender, sweet and gentle when he wanted to be. 


No one would have ever believed me if | had told him the things he did and said behind closed doors. | think he 
wanted it that way. 


Dave had the ability to make me feel like the most important person in the entire world one minute and so low 
| wasn't even worthy enough to lick the scum from the sole of his shoe the next. | road a wave of emotions 
that summer, from the highest of peaks | would crash to crash to the lowest of lows. My self esteem was 


fragile, my self confidence hinged on his actions towards me. In short, | was a basket case. 


Still, | stayed, because things were good more often than they were not. Being virtual nobodies meant we were 
rockstars only on the weekend. The weekdays were ours, to be together and for Dave to plan our rise to the 
top. 

Chris and Gar were the real deal. They came together in every sense of the word. They were jazz guys, and 
jazz guys care not for rules. Gar had a fluid, free moving style, he didn't care for rules or keeping up 
appearances. He'd kiss Chris wirh vigorous passion, publicly, and he didn't give a single fuck who saw. | was 


impressed. | was jealous of the openness. It was what | wanted but | knew I'd never have, not with Dave. 


Gar and Chris were open, honest, genuine people. When they were well. To get well, they'd sell their own 


mother. When they couldn't score, they were difficult to be around let alone work with. 


Dave was still just a casual user, he tried anything and everything except heroin. In the summer it was still all 
about having fun, and it was good more than it was bad. 


We drank a lot, and he could be cruel when he was drunk. Nothing | did was right, nothing was up to his high 


expectations, | was just a stupid kid from the country with no talent and a room temperature IQ. 

Dave could be a real bastard when he wanted to be. 

We jammed a lot. Dave had a lot of material. Some of it good, some of it not. He looked upon Gar and Chris 
with their wealth of experience to guide him, in a way. | mean jazz isn't metal, but some of it had to transfer 
across. 


This worried me. 


Gar was a fully blown heroin addict and he was convinced that heroin was the key ingredient in any recipe for 


success in the industry. 


"If you want to be great," Gar told Dave, "you have to do heroin" 


And the idea was growing on Dave. After all, Gar was pretty big in jazz circles so he must know what he's on 


about. 


Dave marched into the practice space one afternoon while | was working. He threw a record down on my desk 
and yelled. 

"I told them not to use my fucking stuff!" 

| looked down and there it was. Kill Em All. | looked up and saw the fire in his eyes. If he hadn't been hell bent 
on revenge before, well that all changed with that album. 

"They'll have to pay you, at least this way you'll have a little money, "| tried but Dave wouldn't have a bar of 
it. He was beyond angry. He was out for blood. And | knew things were about to get intense and fast. 


Dave pushed us through gigs and then through a demo. The sound quality sucked, the songs weren't ready, but 
Dave wanted what they had and he wanted it now. He was hungry for fame, dying to be a rock and roll god. His 


dreams were big. He was going to out metal Metallica. | was just along for the ride. 


We had a little following and we made a little money. Dave's appetite for partying increased and he was high 


more often than he was drunk. 


And still the days were ours, he'd take me with him to do his deals and we'd end up on the beach, at the mall, 
at the skatepark, just hanging out. A couple of guys wasting time together. 


| remember good times more than bad, in the summer. 
Even when we had nothing, even when we were on our last pennies, Dave would find a way To give me 
everything. And it was in the summer over a cup of Ramen noodles that he told me he loved me and | believed 


him. l'd never thought he was capable of saying the words but he did, and all was forgotten. 


Hot summer nights spent wrapped around each other like bark on a tree, with a sheet over us and the old 


ceiling fan chugging along above us. We made the rent, barely, and it wasn't always paid on time. 


Dave didn't sleep well, and he countered this by drinking a lot of black coffee loaded with sugar, in turn this 


meant he didn't end up sleeping very well. 

The nights started getting cooler and the sun set earlier, fall was on its way. 

Gar was still on Dave about trying heroin. It was like being back in womb, Gar would tell us, and Dave was 
looking very tempted. The needle, that was the part that freaked him out. 

"You can smoke it man, you like coke, heroin goes great with coke." 


And that was it. Dave was freebasing. 


Overnight, everything changed. Dave would be unbearable when he was coming down, and when he was high he 


almost didn't function. The guy couldn't walk and chew gum at the same time. Still | stuck around, because 


somewhere in the middle was the man | loved. And in the summer, when he achieved that balance, he was still 


there. 
Dave still had a vision. He still had a purpose. But when he was using, it all happened much slower. 
He was convinced that | had to use too. And so | did. | found myself addicted to heroin, just like Dave was. 


Nothing mattered anymore, just getting on When we couldn't score we numbed the pain with beer. We thought 
we were playing great, we thought our demo was the greatest thing out there. We were too loaded to hear 


the truth. 
We sucked. 


Summer was coming to a close. The days were getting colder and Dave pulled a paperthin blanket out and put 


it on the bed. 


| lost my job. | wasn't surpised and | didn't care. | was too fucked up all the time to hold down a job, and being 
unemployed meant more time to get fucked up. Dave kept dealing, but he was making a big mistake, he was 


using his own gear. We were eating into his profits and losing money, fast. 


Summer was almost over and the landlord was getting pissed. Too many people coming and going. The rent was 
always late, if we paid at all. He was fed up. And gave us notice. We had to be out in two weeks. 


No where to go, no where to live, Dave had a brilliant idea. There was this girl he knew, they'd hooked up a 
few times, she'd be his girlfriend and we'd move in with her. The idea made me sick but what choice did we 


have? 


So as the last days of summer came to a close, we moved in with Dave's girl, Diana | had the extreme 
displeasure of watching them kiss, cuddle and disappear into their room all to have a roof over my head. | 
couldn't say a word, she paid the rent, she bought the food, she forked out for the bills. She owned us. And | 
hated it. 


And then it was Fall. 


Fall 


Author's Notes: 
This is an AU in which Megadeth doesn\'t go the distance. 


| had figured we hid things well but Diana had me figured out from the start and she flaunted her relationship 
with Dave like a bitch marking it's territory. Kissing, cuddling, holding hands, fucking so loud | could hear her 
scream and shout all night long. She'd be all over him like a bad rash and he was too fucked up to give a damn. 


He'd look at me with hollow eyes while she kissed up his neck and sucked his face. 
| was beginning to wonder if he was there at all any more. 


Why she wanted him so bad, I'll never know, there was nothing appealing about him anymore in reality. He was 
now a heroin addict. Sunken eyes, greasy hair, jaundiced skin, he would go days without bathing if he couldn't 
get on. When Dave couldn't score he would mope around like a kicked puppy, sick, sad and rejected He wasn't 
handsome, or sexy, he sure didn't look like any hunk of the month poster I'd ever seen but damn did | want 


him all for myself. Just like it use to be. Because | loved him. And a part of me would always belong to Dave. 


Back in Minnesota, back in Jackson, autumn painted the landscape in hues of yellow, orange, red, maroon and 
brown Mother Nature used all the warm colors on her palette to create a wonderland of crisp, changing, 
fresh days. Autumn meant pumpkin, squash, soup and apple pie. Autumn meant the lighting of the fire. Autumn 
meant getting ready for the cold months ahead. 


Autumn in LA meant nothing. Imported palm trees shed no leaves. Fake bimbos with orange tans and plastic 


breasts sported smiles too white and skirts too short. Nothing changed in the fall in LA. 

Except us. 

Dave's birthday came with a huge fan fare. He poured every penny he had into a party like no other. Cocaine 
coated every surface, it was a decadent display of excess under the cliché disco ball. We drank champagne, the 
three of us, Dave, Diana and me. Diana and | were ready to pull each other limb from limb, willing to fight for 


the affection of a man too off his face to give a fuck. 


But fuck he did, her first and then me. That was always the way it ended up. Diana got the cream and | got 


the scraps. 
Why would his birthday be any different? 


| saved all my money and went without my fix for days to buy him the bullet belt I'd seen him eyeing off for 
months. He barely looked at it before tossing it aside in favour of the pile of blow she had brought for him. 


Why did | bother? 
Why did | bother with any of it? 
He was 22. 


The band was not going to his liking and this just further pissed him off. Record companies rejected the demo, 


some were polite and the others were honest. It wasn't up to scratch. It was awful. 


Dave was like a rabid dog. This just further pissed him off. He'd come home after every rejection and if Diana 
wasn't around he'd force me onto the bed and give me a fuck | wouldn't soon forget. He was rough when he 
was angry. 

“This'll hurt," he'd growl into my ear before thrusting hard and fast, as deep as he possibly could. He wasn't 
lying. It did hurt. And the louder I'd scream the harder he'd go. He got off on making me hurt. 


Afterwards he wouldn't say a word, he'd leave me lying on the bed alone, tossed aside like a broken china doll, 


loved intensely broken and then discarded and quickly forgotten. | was damaged goods. 
Dave had broken me. 


I'd lie there for hours, unwilling to move and sometimes just physically unable to. I'd hear her come in from 
work and feel sick when he greeted her tenderly and lovingly after what he'd done to me. Did she know? She 
must have. Maybe having me around meant less for her to deal with. But | envied her, because she got the 


parts of Dave | longed to have for myself again. 


‘I've seen the way you look at her," Dave spat at me one morning after she'd left for work, "she puts the roof 


over your head and the clothes on your back, be grateful you spoiled little brat. Show her some respect" 
Dave scolded me like a naughty child. 

| said nothing. I'd pay for that later. 

After a while it seemed we only saw Gar and Chris when Dave needed to get on. It was hard to jam when you 
were high and impossible when coming down So Gar became more dealer than drummer and Chris was just 


along for the ride. 


The dream was failing, and everyone could see that, except Dave. He was fast spiraling out of control, and | 


knew that if | continued | would too. So | lay off the heroin, just as he amped up his consumption 


When Diana wasn't around, at work, out of town, whatever; Dave would rain affection and love on me like she 
had never been there. We'd hold each other, he'd smother me with his attention, he was tender, sweet, caring, 
attentive, he'd give all of himself to me. 


"I love you, | miss you, | miss us," he'd whisper softly as | had him. He'd never let me do that if she were 


around. He was a man, a real man, real men don't let themselves get fucked. 


But maybe he wasn't a real man, at least not a man of any sort of strength. Dave was a weak man. Dave was 
slick, sly, a real snake. In the moments alone he pulled me into his trap with his loving words and kind gestures 


only to slap me in the face and fuck me hard again 
He didn't do it often, but if | pissed him off good and proper he would sometimes attack me physically. 


The first time was right after I'd told him his dreams were dead and the band was bullshit. He slapped me 
across the face so hard | fell backwards onto one of the armchairs. He held me down and kissed me rough, 
forcing my mouth open and my teeth apart as his own tounge darted in and out, across my lips and over my 
own tounge which lay motionless in my mouth. | struggled against him, trying to push him off me but he held 
me down. | tried to kick but he forced his knees into my hips and pinned my arms down by my wrists onto the 
arms of the chair. He backed off only enough to unbuckle his belt, unzip his pants and pull his hard cock out. 
Presenting it to me with a smirk on his face. He got off on this shit. The fight. He longed to punish me. My act 


of defiance would mean | would have to repent. 


So | sucked his cock, like | had any other choice, or rather | sat pinned in the chair, mouth open as he fucked 
my face. He grunted, groaned, snarled and sneered. | ran my tounge along his shaft as he thrusted and he 
growled like a baited dog. He thrusted deep and came into the back of my throat. | looked up as he came to see 
up turned lip and eyes rolled back. He tasted terrible. | swallowed. | knew he'd be pissed off if | didn't. He backed 
off. Slumping onto the floor. My wrists red from his grip, my hips hurting from the way he'd dug his knees 


into me, my cheek sore. He was spent. | was paralyzed. He didn't even zip up his pants. 


A key in the door, Diana was home. She walked in, took one look and knew, storming off into the bedroom 


without a word. 
She said nothing. We said nothing. The big grey elephant remained in the room. 


We had nothing and | was fast growing tired of relying on Dave's girlfriend to supply us with all our worldly 
needs. One morning | woke up and sat across from Dave as he drank his usual black coffee loaded with white 
sugar. Battered, bruised, tired and sore | told him | wanted out and | wanted to go home. | saw the panic rise in 
his eyes. He took my hand and assured me our living situation was only temporary, we were going to make it, | 
just had to trust him and be patient. 

"It won't be like this forever, " he said and | believed him. And so naively, | stayed. 


He didn't drink much in the fall, only when he couldn't afford dope. And when he couldn't afford dope, he wasn't 


a nice guy to be around. f | knew he wasn't loaded, then | avoided him. 


| toyed with the idea of getting a job just to get out of the house, but part of me hoped that this really was 
only temporary and I'd be back with my Dave any day now. Just had to fight through one more day. My Dave, 


my sweet loving man, he was waiting for me on the other side. 


| was naive, | was stupid, | was going to get hurt. 

Halloween was just around the corner. Back in Jackson that meant Jack-o-lanterns, pumpkin pie, candy, trick or 
treating, kids in costume and spooky movies. In Hollywood, Halloween was an excuse for a party and to get 
fucked up. Slutty women wore slutty costumes that barely covered their asses and had their cleavage pushed 
up around their chins. 


Diana dressed as a sexy kitty. She made me feel sick. 


Dave wore vampire teeth and an unintentional moustache of white powder. | was a werewolf and tried not to 


imagine slaughtering every motherfucker under the cliché disco ball. 


| was the original emo kid. 

At the end of the party, Diana was so loaded she couldn't stand, and so Dave took me to their bedroom and 
fucked me against the wall, and the dresser, over the bed and then on the floor. He wasn't a man, he was a 
machine. On coke, Dave could go all night long. A couple of lines and he turned to me with a smile. 

"Okay, now you do me." 


Dave was a mess. 


Halloween was over and my birthday was coming up fast. Diana knew it too. She sulked around the house and 


avoided me as if | were the plague. 

A birthday was always a good excuse for a party. We left her at home and went to some shit club. Disco ball. 
Disco beat. Rolling bass. Shit lyrics about love or sex or both. Too much coke. | knew no one in the room. He 
pulled me into a hallway and sucked me off. We found a hotel room in some shit part of town and he let me 
fuck him in the shower. 

| fell asleep in his arms naively believing this was all temporary, it wasn't going to be like this forever. 

| was 19. 

| was far from home and in no way happy. 

A few days after my birthday | saw them in the kitchen, he wore a crisp white shirt and she was dressed for 
work She handed him his coffee with a kiss on the cheek and he wished goodbye and told her to have a nice 
day at the office. She turned to me and farewelled me with a smile. | threw up a little in my mouth. 


"I love her," he told me when she had left, "the way | used to love you." 


Dave was cold. Dave was hurtful. 


Dave was a real bitch sometimes. 
| locked myself in the bathroom and cried in the shower as hot water burnt my skin. And still, | stayed 


His drug use was taking hold. His consumption growing. His appetite for self destruction increasing. Thanksgiving 


and | was just thankful he wasn't dead. Yet. 


He talked of fame, he talked of fortune, he talked of making it, like we still had a choice. 

The days grew colder still. The days became even shorter. Dave threw a jacket at me one morning with a 
grunt about thinking I'd need it. His eyes were bloodshot, his skin yellow, he looked sick. He was gaunt and 
ghostly. A shadow of the man | had fallen in love with what seemed like an age ago. 


He had sold his body to make it big, but he'd gone no where and gained nothing. Nothing but the monkey on his 
back. 


| never saw Gar and Chris anymore. Dave used alone and dealt alone. | wasn't his partner in crime any more. 


As | sobered up, | was seeing him for who he truly was. 
Dave was a junkie. 


Ill never know why | stayed with him so long. Or why Diana did. We looked at each other from across the 
dining table one night as Dave ranted about this, that and the other and saw we were both so tired. Propping 
him up had really drained both of us. We had fought each other so long but the enemy was in his veins and 


our arguing had been for nothing. 
| went for a walk one cold November morning. It was clear that winter was on her way and the holes in my 
socks and my paperthin Black Sabbath shirt were just not cutting it any longer. | walked up the drive and into 


the living room. And | saw it. The needle. 


| stood and watched him shoot up. A mix of horror and disbelief spread across my face. Addiction had taken 
him. | couldn't stay. This would end me. | had to leave. 


Winter was coming. The last dead leaf fell from the trees back home in Jackson. And | was gone. 


Winter 


| left. | ran. | wasn't coming back. 


The first few days happened over a weekend so | got away with running from Hollywood party to Hollywood 


party, snorting my weight in blow and running again at the fainest whisper of his name. 

Dave. Dave. Dave. 

He was a legend of the party circuit. Fuck Dave WAS the party circuit. 

| was running from him, | was running from us, | was running from myself. 

The next few weeks, | couch surfed. Crashing with whoever would take me in. Until they'd mention perhaps 
catching up with Dave might be an option. Dave's your buddy right? He's fun yeah? Lets all hang out. And I'd 
leave. On the go again. Looking for whoever would take me in. Sometines that would be no one, and I'd sleep on 


the streets. | was playing a very dangerous game. 


Part of me knew | couldn't run from him forever. These were his streets, this was his town, and he would find 


me in the end. 
| had to go home. But | was broke. No car, no money, no way of getting either in the near future. I'd left all 
my stuff at Dave's place so | didn't even have anything | could hock. | was destitute. | was barren. | was stuck. 


But | had to get out of dodge. 


First, | had to get clean. There was no other option. So | sought out the one person who | knew would lend me a 


hand. She would understand. She'd care. She would help me in my hour of dire need. 
Emily. 
Dave's mother. 


She took me in and gave me a place to stay. She had very little but she gave me all she could. She helped me. 


She cared for me. 
She was nothing like Dave. 


One cold December morning | writhed about the bed, withdrawals in full swing. My head pounding, bones aching, 
skin sweating, my mind dellusional. | screamed. | yelled. | cursed. When | stopped she took my hand and assured 
me it would be alright. It would all be alright. 

"Don't worry David," she soothed, "he won't find you here." 


It took a full two weeks for me to feel better. But | did. | was clean. | was sober. | was ready to go home. 


So | picked up a phone and dialed familiar numbers. She answered and | instantly started sobbing. 


"| wanna come home Momma," | cried. 
She wired me the money for a train ticket and, after thanking Emily, | made my way to the train station. | was 
going home. At last. The dream was over, there was no more kidding myself. | was Jackson, not Hollywood. Time 


to go back to where | belonged. Home. 


How he knew where to find me, | guess I'll never know, but when | stepped out onto the platform, there he 


was. 


He looked tired, he looked sick, he looked like hell. He spotted me instantly and smiled wide. It had been a very 


long time since I'd seen him smile. And longer since he smiled in my direction 
| was weak. 

Diana was gone. She'd left. He'd missed me. | caved. 

| didn't buy the train ticket. | went home with Dave. 

He had a new place, he told me, it was downtown, really nice, I'd like it. 


It was a dump. An abandoned office of sorts. Broken lock. Smashed window. Dirty mattress. Used needles. This 


place wasn't his, he was squatting. 
Dave was homeless. 


It broke my heart. He stood before me in that place, ripped jeans and faded Metallica shirt with big holes in 
both armpits and a rip collar. Why he saved it, I'll never know, perhaps a little part of Dave was still hanging 


onto that dream long since dead. 


He looked at me with hang dog expression. He cheek bones jutted out, his eyes sunken and his lips chapped. He 
asked me if | had any food, any water, if | could stay with him. 


We made love in the afternoon and he was skin and bones in my arms. He felt fragile and frail against me. He 
seemed remorseful and he wanted to repent, he told me he was sorry and whispered how he loved and missed 


me. And for once, | believed him. Every single word. 


| was soft and gentle with him. It felt like he was made of glass and | was going to shatter him at any moment. 
| was scared of the power | now possessed over him. Soft, gentle, caring, thoughtful - | had to be everything 
to him he hadn't been to me. And deep down, | resented that. 


| didn't ask what had happened to my things. | knew. Hocked for dope. | didn't want to hear the words. | didn't 


need to. | no longer feared Dave, | just felt sorry for him. 


He'd stopped dealing, he couldn't anymore. He barely functioned. He pan handled. He begged, borrowed and stole 
to get his fix. 


Christmas we spent begging outside a liquor store. We made enough for his fix and just enough to eat. | didn't 
use, but | didn't leave. | had to look after him, he wouldn't make it on his own. 


Oh how the mighty had fallen. 


Dave slept a lot. Being awake without a fix was just far too painful, and so he'd sleep for days until he could 
get on. 


He lost more weight. New Years was a non event. | truged out in the cold one morning and took a job waiting 


tables just to put food in our mouths. | was stressed. Dave was getting sicker. | chain smoked. 
| was more nurse than lover to Dave now. That was what he needed. Someone to look after him. 


| went to work one afternoon, it was cold so | wore a coat over my freshly laundered uniform. One thing that 
was important to me was looking neat, tidy and professional. Even though | was bottom of the totem pole 
working a dead end job. Even so, every day after work | would take my uniform to the laundromat and get it 


ready for the next shift. 


This particular day, Dave woke from his slumber to see me off. He was gaunt, jaundiced, his shirt hung loose 
and his once tight jeans sagged. We hadn't made love in weeks, | was so afraid that | would hurt him, that | 


would break him. He was sick, if he were a dog, you would have put him down. 


He said good bye, have a good shift, see you when you get in. He kissed me on the cheek and told me | looked 


nice. 

"| love you David," he called out to me with a croak in his voice as | left. 

That was the only time he would ever call me David. 

| ran through the shift like any other, tables, orders, customers, cheques, someone tipped me, they'd never 
know how much that $5 was going to help us. And | couldn't say, wouldn't be professional. | finished, tired after 
8 hours on my feet. Changed and headed to the laundromat. | had a little extra, so | was going to wash some 


of Dave's things too. 


| took a little longer, lovingly pressing his white shirt, he'd appreciate it. Dave had always been all about image. | 
knew he hated how he looked that winter. 


| rushed home to the abandoned office of sorts, up the stairs and through the unlockable door. 


Dave was sprawled out on the mattress, tourniquet still tight and needle dangling from his vein. His eyes open, 


hazel and lifeless. 
Dave was dead. 


| panicked. | dropped the clean clothes into the dust and bent down over him, pulling the needle, removing the 


Tourniquet, screaming at him. 


"DAVE! CAN YOU HEAR ME DAVE!" 
| knew he couldn't. Because Dave was dead. Overdosed at 22. 


| picked him up in my arms. He was feather light and | carried him with ease out onto the street. 


"HELP! SOMEBODY HELP US!" 


An ambulance sped us in vain towards the hospital. Paramedics working on him the whole way. We arrived and 


shortly after | was told that my brother had died. 
My brother. A final humiliating blow. But at least if | were his brother | could see him. 
Dave was a ghost. 


Track marks I'd ignored, thinning hair I'd looked passed, pasty skin, cracking blue lips, dead eyes. My Dave had 


died a long time ago. 


| called Emily. She didn't cry. She'd seen it coming and had mourned for her only boy a long time ago. Dave's 
dad had died a drunk, she figured he'd go in pretty much the sqme fashion. But she didn't want to see him. She 
wanted to remember him as a fresh faced young boy, the catcher for the little league team with a good arm, 
a strategical mind and a passion for the game. She wanted to remember him learning to ride a bike. Training 
for his karate tournaments. Playing his first guitar. She wanted to remember her Dave, this jurkie dead before 


me was not her Dave. 


Perhaps it was fate or maybe pure dumb luck but I'd kept a little money of the money Momma had sent for 
the train ticket. Now | was using it to bury Dave. It was lucky | had that. | was paying to say goodbye. 


Trying to pull people together was hard. He owed Chris and Gar a lot of money and when he died their hope of 
ever seeing that cash again died too. They were both pretty angry. Diana, once | tracked her down, barely said 
two words, though | think she was surprised to see me. 


| flicked through the old black leather address book Dave had kept in his pocket. It was messy, disorganized and 
| could barely figure it out. Names missing, half an address, no number. | stood at the payphone, quickly 


running out of money. 


My finger rested on his name a moment as | pondered whether or not | should call. | was down to my last 


dollar. This was it. If he didn't answer that would be the end of it. | threw the money in and dialed. 
Ring. Ring. Ring. 


| was convinced he wasn't going to answer. 

"Ya?" 

"Lars?" | asked. 

"Yeah, who's this?" He was chewing gum, or smoking, or knowing Lars maybe both. 

‘It's Junior," | replied. 

"Look whatever trouble Dave has gotten himself into, | can't bail him out," Lars said quickly. 

"Dave's dead." 

Silence on the other line and then Lars repeated my words to someone in the background. | heard some shifting 


on the line and then someore else, James presumably, spoke. 


"We'll be right there." 

They paid for the funeral, with his share of the money made from his songs. He would have hated that but 
Junior had no choice. The service was simple, clean, neat. We buried him in a cheap suit. We buried him to 
Blowin: in the Wind 

Dave was gone. | was left with just enough for a train ticket to Minnesota 

"Here," Cliff said to me as he left, "this'll get you back to where you need to be." And he placed an envelope in 
my hand. 

One hundred dollars. 


| could eat on the train too. It would be heaven. 


| had a suitcase, and all we had, Dave and |, fitted neatly into it with plenty of room to spare. | went to the 
train station. Boarded. And left. 


Goodbye Hollywood. 


Without question my family welcomed me back with open arms. | left my dreams of fame and stardom in 


California and took back my place on the family farm. 


It snowed that winter in Jackson. | bet he would have loved the snow. His red curls against the white icy 


ground. If only. 


Perhaps if | had of come straight home he would have lived. If | hadn't of bothered with the uniform, the 


laundromat or that stupid shirt, he would have survived. | could have saved him. | could have helped him. 


He was only 22. 

| was only 19. 

It seems there are four ways to make it big in Hollywood. 

The first one is to sell out. Put your face on a pinball machine, make a disco record, be Gene Simmons. 


The second is to sell your body, to prostitute yourself, sell your dignity, get your gear out on camera, be a 
playboy bunny or a Hollywood junkie. 


The third is to sell your soul. Sell your innocence. Become a hard, money making, cog in the LA machine. Go 
from Mickey Mouse Club to shaving your head and smashing a car with an umbrella just to see your face on 


a tabloid cover because any publicity is good publicity. Magazines make you money. 
The fourth and final way to make it big in Hollywood is to die. To go out in a blaze of glory. Be your 
generations James Dean or Marilyn Monroe. Be immortal. You too can be Jimi Hendrix, Elvis Presley, John 


Lennon and live forever. But first you have to die. 


The demo we made was released after he died as Killing Is My Business and was heralded as a landmark of 


thrash metal. Dave was ahead of his time, they said, a metal god, a great loss. 


He died a penniless junkie, skin and bones, overdosed on a dirty mattress, not a cent to his name. He was buried 


in a suit he'd never worn before. Paid for by people he hated. 
He was only 22. 


After his death he became immortal. He became a god. He had everything he had wanted, but wasn't around to 


enjoy any of it. And | couldn't do it for him, the memories too painful to continually relive. 
| went back to what | was meant to be. Just a farm boy from Jackson, Minnesota. | married a nice girl, Julie, 
and had a couple of kids. We have a nice life, me and Jules, and she accepts and loves me for who | am, warts 


and all. In a way Dave never could until he needed me more than | needed him. 


So the moral of the story is, if you want to make it big in Hollywood well all you have to do is die. Everyone 


will love you, everyone will worship you, everything you ever touched will suddenly turn to gold. 


You can make it big in Hollywood. You can be the Dave Mustaine of your generation. 


